Tuesday,  June  29  - 

Yesterday  was  delightfully  calm.  I  bathed  at  5:15  A.M.  and  dashed 
merrily  to  the  deck  to  take  a  good  walk  before  breakfast.  While  wondering  how 
I  would  know  when  I  had  walked  a  mile  I  spied  a  pompous  old  Dutchman  smiling 
a  friendly  smile.  To  it  I  returned  one  after  the  manner  of  every  one  on  ship  board 
and  forthwith  he  had  measured  the  length  of  my  stride.  After  counting  my  steps 
around  the  deck  and  surrendering  the  number  to  him  he  found  that  with  my  2  1/4  feet 
to  a  step,  and  219  steps  to  a  circuit,  to  travel  a  mile  it  would  require  my  walking 
10.7  circuits.  Thereupon  I  walked  a  mile  on  that  deck  and  then  on  the  upper 
promenade  deck  measured  my  steps  again  and  another  calculation  showed  that 
fourteen  circuits  were  necessary  to  a  mile.  So  a  mile  walked  I  upon  that  deck. 

By  breakfast  time  I  had  a  ready  appetite.  Mr.  Chipman,  our  leader,  came 
and  made  part  of  the  morning  most  enjoyable  by  reading  and  talking  and  immediately 
after  lunch  he  taught  us  how  to  play  shuffle  board. 

No  excitement  at  all  for  the  sea  was  so  calm.  In  the  afternoon  I  enjoyed 
the  third  day  Installments  of  my  steamer  letters.  Dudley  Griffin  is  a  clever  boy  and 
he  has  written  the  most  adorable  letter  in  three  volumes.  We  have  all  enjoyed  it 
hugely.  After  dinner  I  took  a  peaceful  walk  and  was  calmly  pacing  up  and  down  when 
Mr.  Brown,  a  Southern  shoe-man  joined  me  and  I  thoroughly  enjoyed  our  chat. 

While  leaning  over  the  rail  (  not  for  any  unpleasant  reason  )  we  spied  a  sail 
against  the  horizon.  The  only  thing  that  has  broken  the  line  since  our  first  day 
out. 


The  excitement  began,  for  the  deck  was  being  transformed  into  a  bower 
of  light  for  dancing.  The  musicians  played  at  a  mad  pace  and  the  dancers  fairly 
flew  to  keep  within  lively  measures  of  the  lightning  violinists.  Mr.  Hazleton 
asked  me  for  a  dance  and  we  just  bounced  merrily  through  the  dance  and  its 
encore  and  then  oh  unhappy  revelation  !  I  knew  it  was  my  Christian  duty  to 
experience  or  rather  to  allow  the  brotherhood-of  -man  feeling  to  arouse  me  to 
immediate  action  and  arouse  me  it  did.  The  before-mentioned  young  man  is, 
in  the  first  place  young  and  he  had  been  indiscreet  and  so  I  hurried  him  to  the 
deck  fearing  that  he  might  be  subjected  to  criticism.  It  was  presumptuous  of  me 
to  display  such  unprecedented  nerve  but  I  talked  to  him  and  sitting  there  on  the 
deck  I  did,  I  hope,  a  real  downright  service  to  that  young  man  by  appealing  to  his 
better  self.  Oh  the  pathos,  the  pit  of  life  and  the  fear  when  one  is  not  pure  and 
clean  and  good  but  oh  the  pit  of  loving  when  a  thoroughly  good  and  honest  being 
is  willing  to  do  a  difficult  thing  at  an  Inopportune  moment.  There  now  I  started  that 
statement  at  another  writing  but  I  positively  could  not  finish  for  the  writing  room 
was  too  insufferably  hot. 

These  personalities  doubtless  should  not  have  been  inscribed  here  but  in 
as  much  as  these  pages  are  intended  for  no  eyes  save  my  own  I  feel  free  to  think 
what  I  wish  and  to  freely  inscribe  what  I  think. 


